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SWO.'THIS 

EXQUISITE IBth 
CENTURV MUSIC 
BOX!. ..A 
BARGAIN 

ma'am: 
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THIS ISN'T My 
MUSIC BOX —a 
SOMEONE -« 
SENT ME A 1 
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rsuTAHSAWTHE 

MAN TIE IT UP--ANDI 
i THE PACKAGE . 
fcfc_ AIN'T SEEN « 
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ANOTHER V 
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ha 'n rea/ 

THAT MUSIC BOX 

COMES AN' GOES 

LIKE IT WUZ 



I'LL ESCORT YOU 
ANO THAT THING 
BAC* TO MRS. 
SNORT, EBONY.' 
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WHY, IT'S COMMISSIONER 
DOLAN.' COME IN 
BECAUSE YOU'RE 
NEVER GOING 
OUT AGAIN. 



YOU STOLE THE MUSIC 

SOX IONS ENOUGH 

TO REAP THE COPE AS 

WE DID.' BUT YOU KNt* 

WHAT VIUIER MEANT.' 

NOW WE TARE 

OVBR.' 
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SEE POI.ANT... \ ) 
THEY CAN BE I \ 
ARRESTED FOR j 

BREAKING/ 
-\6LASS!/^ 
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(1 X/ EBONY. I DONT , 
\f CARE FOR CLICHES. 
<-» BUT YOU LOOK AS IF 
■ V YOU'D SEEN A 
ik-^^ GHOST.' ^^( 


XmiST' SPIRIT \ 
IBOSS, EF WHUT W. "a 

/pat man say is ^m 

/TRUE, HE /WIGHT / ~ 

Be one soon!/ 
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i THE ONE THAT 
FELLOW JUST 
NOW SPOKE 
TO.' ... I 

1 WONDER WHAT 
HE MEANT?* 
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THE CIRCUMSTANTIAL 
EVIDENCE PROVES THAT 
I'M SUILTY, DOESN'T IT? 

then I'M Guilty.'.. 

GUILTY.' GUILTY! .. 

AND I DESERVE 

THE CHAIR 
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we expect five thou san 
people.' think of it.' if 
we average a five 
Dollar contribution 
from each , we've got 
that outdoor 
swimming pool 
for the sovs .' 
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^m EVERYBODY ■ 
H SURE IS ^^7 
1 SHELLING / I 

^L out; / V 


ISN'T IT ^H^ 1 
WONDERFUL? ^H 
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IT'S TIME I 

STARTED 

INTERFERING 

WITH THE 

SCHEDULE, 

PANDY.' 




Y you keep. \ 

[ OUT OP THIS, ) 
_V SPIRIT.' ) j&} 








W^t, 




11 L ^r£ 
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OW/...WHAT _ 

ackack: F^« 

IMUSTHAVE JB E >' ERY ; 
BLACKED Jt BOP v - 
OUT" 
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^ AND THE \ 
MONEY FOR 
THE SWIMMING 1 
\. POOL! / 


/ HE SAVED " 
(OUR LIVES! 
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HE SHO' DID |/ WELL, HE DIDNT 
SOME FANCY // WIN THREE MEDALS, 
SHOOTIN7 / INCLUDING THE 
\ PURPLE HEART. 
\ FOR NOTHING.' 





I KNOW, SPIRIT.'... 

YOU THOUGHT I 

WAS WORKING 

WITH THE MOB ON 

THIS JOB! WELL, 

WHEN YOU SAW ME 

AT THEIR HIDEOUT, 

I WAS TRYING TO 

TALK THEM OUT 

OF ITJ 




NATURALLY I WASNT 
GOING TO TURN THEM OVER 
TO THE COPS THEN BECAUSE 
I NEVER GOT ALONG WITH 
THE COPS! BUT I HAD / 
TO STOP THEM FROM <^ 
GRABBING THE DOUGH ) 
FOR THE BOVS'POOL!/ 




Y'SEE.I WAS y WHY "S 
A GUEST HERE / DIDN'T 
FOR QUITE A < SOMEBODY 
WHILE AFTER 1 1 TELL i 
WAS WOUNDED A M£? A 
AT SALERNOiy ^-y-^ ' 


/AH SHO'\ 

r TRIED TO, ' \ 

WST'SPIBIT 

BOSS... but/ 

YO'WALKED / 
l AWAY.' / 
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1 YOU SEE, I WAS ASSIGNED 

; TO FOLLOW YOU. AMELIA " 

I DIDNT HOPE THAT THE 

CASE WOULD BE SO 

..STARTLING TH/S._- 

'"~" ^^ DOLAN'S 

-~*^^ DAUGHTER.' 
^J SHE'S H6ARO 
,A ^^.TOOWUCH' 




7^ STRANGE 
f PARALYTIC 
7 —NO SIG 
f IT/ THE 
L, LIKE THI 


, CLEVER LITTLE WEAPON— ^\f SYDELL HAD ^ 
DRUG TO STOP HEART ACTION )) THATGUN.' < 
•J UNLESS THEY PROBE FOR It DIDN'T TRUST ] 
RE'LL BE ANOTHER NEEDLE /( MS WITH IT.' / 
S IN BOB SYDELL'S BODY.' / \ HE AAUST ^ 
-— -^,w-r— *-— ---— -^ V HAVE — Jf'~ 


R^; 


/ MR. GRAME'S BEEN \ 
S STRUCK — IT'S <^ 
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SHE HAD ANOTHER. DART 
WAS GOING TO SWALLOW fT 
AMD DIE.' PHONE FOR ,, 

DADDY, SPIRIT/ ^/[ WAIT, 
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CHIEF OF POLICE ... a. civil service jot 

"With little to do/ 
Cop... polite way of saying POLICEMAN.' 
Copper. .. a favorite underworld expression, 
never used without tie adjective ^^ 

"dumb " .'^ — r — — <>. 
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soodness me, you've grown 
up — a man: --soon be <( 

MAueiec anp have marvins> 

OF YOUK OWN— WITH A IWAN'5 
OUTLOOK »«> ffif«3N9BIU- 
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*F*HE sheriff of El Dorado sat stiffly listening 
A to a tirade that emanated from the heavy 
iipt of Pete HincMey, rancher. 

"It'i been goin' on fer months now, Clate. 
What have ya don*-t Nothin*. I'm losing fifty 
head o' cowb every week. If you can't stop this 
here rustlin', then we better have a new sheriff ! " 

"I'm doing all I can, Pete," the sheriff said 
mildly. "I've got posses out almost all the time. 
They never run onto a clue. And the only 
cows being run off are yours." 

Pete glared at the sheriff. "Because I got the 
easiest spread fer 'em to operate from, that's 
why. Well, I want action, Glate. Soon!" "With 
that^the angry rancher stalked out of the office. 
-- Howdy Andrews, one of the sheriff's dep- 
uties, stepped into the office. "Old Pete clawin' 
at you again, Clate f M " he asked. 

The sheriff nodded somberly. "I can't under- 
stand it at all, Howdy. Pete's the only hombre 
losing cows. "Why'n tarnation don't some of the 
other fellers have any cows run off?" 

Howdy shrugged. "Mebbe it's the way Pete 
says— his place is a perfec' spot for rustlin'." 

"Yeah. Mebbe." The sheriff got up, hitched 
his gun belt and pulled the front of his big hat 
lower. He strode out into the bright sunshine 
and leaned against the door jam, while he idly 
took in the little to be seen of El Dorado. There 
wasn't much. It was a one-street town, in a 
region of one-street towns. 

For five years he had been sheriff of El Dorado 
County. He had seldom had much trouble. Of 
the bad men he had tracked down, none had got 
away. He had even run down several rustling 

outfits and a few owlhoots. This now He 

couldn't figure it at all. 

His posses were all good men, as good as they 
came. Then why the devil couldn 't they uncover 
some clus?*W.ell, they had found one clue; but 
then, everybody elsci knew^ about that one — 
tracks of cattle crossing the riven on Pete : s land. . 
Rustled cattle tracks^ .That didn't do much good. 
They never got a line on the rustlers themselves. 

Election was coming up. Unless he— 'Sheriff' 
Clate Boone— o-an the critters down, he'd stand 



a small chance of being re-elected. 

"Howdy!" the sheriff called. Howdy An- 
drews stepped out on the porch. "Son, we've 
gotta do something and do it mighty quick. 
Pete's out after my hide." 

The deputy nodded. He said gloomily, "We 
can't find them rustlers if they ain't to be 
found, Clate." 

"But they are to be found, Howdy— some- 
where. And we must find 'em soon. I'm ridin' 
out tonight myself. You stick around here." 

About the time Sheriff Boone rode into the 
hills that evening, another rider pulled his big 
roan horse up near a clump of trees over- 
looking the river. He had an unobstructed view 
of the silvery ribbon of water directly below 
him. The river made a peculiar bend about two 
hundred yards beyond the promontory where he 
sat on his horse. Thickly covered with willows 
and sedge, that part of the river was totally 
blotted out; only directly below -him> was it 
open water. f 

The moon slid up over the mountains a'nd 
picked out the shiny star on the man's chest. 
He was a deputy marshal. 

Sheriff Boone rode quietly through the hills, 
keeping off the main trails, hoping something 
would happen that might give him a lead on 
all the trouble. Nothing did. He rode on, alert. 

In the bunkhouse office of Pete Hinchley, four 
men were seated. Pete was talking: 

"Tonight we make it a good one, boys. More 
than a hundred head. If we put this over well, 
I'm thinkin' old Clate Boone won't be sheriff 
come next election. Now-, boys, get to work, 
and be careful!" 

Twct hours had passed. Still, the marshal sat 
on his horse there above the river, watching. 
He wasn't quite sure what he expected to see. 
He merely had an idea. Sheriff Boone had com- 
municated with him and he knew the trouble 
old Clate was going through. Something aboa. 
Plate's aeount hadn't rung true. Or at least, 
something was missing. He had ridden a long 
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way just to get a firsthand view. 

A sudden shot made the marshal tense on his 
horse. The shot had come from a long distance. 
No others followed, but an ominous silence 
clamped down on the night. Then, faintly, lie 
thought he heard yelling and shouting, and a 
growing rumble as of hooves pounding over 
the earth. 

Back on the Hinchley ranch a bunch of cattle 
were running along in a straggly group. Around 
them a dozen or more punchers rode madly, 
shouting and firing their guns to keep the cattle 
headed in the right direction. Each of the riders 
bad on a mask. Kustlers! 

A man eame running out of the Hinchley 
bunkhouse yelling "Rustlers! Come on, boys!" 
And soon another dozen men were pounding on 
horseback toward the sounds of cattle running. 

One man Pete Hinchley dispatched toward 
town to get the sheriff and his men. Then he 
leaped into his saddle and took out after his 
other boys. % 

Up on the cliff the marshal had a good view 
of what followed. The bunch of cattle, hard 
driven by men on horseback, came plunging and 
leaping down the river bank. They splashed into 
the water and galloped across the shallow stream, 
making a great fuss. 

"Rustlers, by gum!" said the marshal to him- 
self. He could see the men's masks. He knew 
they were Hinchley cattle. He heard the band 
of cowboys coming fast behind the stolen cattle, 
and knew there would be gunplay soon. 

But he was mistaken. The rattle were headed 
over the stream and they quickly disappeared 
around a bend in the river, the outlaws behind 
them, riding quietly now. He could hear their 
noisy movement beyond the bend but could not 
see them. There was more splashing, then the 
rumbling sound of hooves grew quiet. 

The Hinchley cowboys broke out on the river 
bank, yelling and calling to one another. The 
marshal could see that they had lost the outlaws. 
They milled about for a few minutes and when 
Hinchley himself rode into view there was a 
short colloquy, then the men wheeled their 
mounts and headed back into the willows. The 
rustlers -had got away. 

Wait! A sudden idea hit the marshal. He 
drew his horse away from the cliff edge and 
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spurred him into the hills. He didn't like the 
looks of this. 

It took him twenty minutes to ride down, 
cross the river and reach the hidden bend. And 
then he made a great discovery. The cattle 
tracks ended just around the bend! He made 
a close inspection and instantly saw why. It 
was clever ! 

The man Hinchley had sent to town rounded 
up Deputy Howdy who in turn gathered to- 
gether about fifteen men. As the marshal made 
his astounding discovery, these men were pound- 
ing over Hinchley land in the direction of the 
river. Hinchley rode with them, berating the 
sheriff and each one of them for being fools. 

"A hundred head if there was one!" Pete 
shouted. "And where's the sheriff? Where!" 

At that very moment, Clate Boone rode out 
of a clump of willows near the bend of the river 
and called softly to the marshal. "Hi, Pat!" 

Pat jumped. "You, Clate! Then you saw it!" 

"Course I saw it," replied the sheriff. "I 
never suspected it till tonight. Slickest little 
scheme I ever saw." 

They shook hands. "Well, I guess you didnt 
need me, Clate. I'm glad I was on the ground to 
see it, however. I'm thinking there's a little 
surprise coming to a certain hombre, eh?" 

The sheriff swore. "And all this time that 
polecat's been pilin' it on me! Come on, Pat, 
We got some business to attend to." 

The two lawmen rode across the river and 
on over Hinchley land. When they reached the 
bunkhouse they dismounted and stood, surveying 
the group of deputies and Pete's men who were 
all arguing and shouting. 

"Listen, boys," called the sheriff. "Me and 
Pat Barmim, the marshal, here, know just what 
happened. I'm arresting you, Pete Hinchley, 
is what I'd like to say. Only I can't. But I can 
say this: I'll give you twenty-four hours to get 
outa the county — you and all yer polecat cow- 
pokes who're in on your dirty trick. Ruatlin' yer 
own cattle and then driving them back over 
the river!" 

Pete cussed and spluttered. A murmur of 
anger stirred through the deputies' ranks. 

"We saw the hull thing, boys,"*said the sher> 
iff. "We can shov*- you just where the cows were 
driven back across the river. You'll find 'bout 
a hundred cows with wet hooves if you can tp 
take the trouble." 
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FOR YOU 

shown in our 
jig prize sheet, 
MECHANICAL 

TRAIN SET 

BRACELETS 
BIBLE 
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POOL TABLE 

ALARM CLOCK 
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GET YOUR PRIZE THIS EASY WAYJa"""?""" 

■ Dept. C-15 Lancaster, Pa. 



BOYS! GIRLS) Get swell prizes for yourself or gifts for Mother 
and Dad. Most prizes shown above and many others in our 
BIG PRIZE SHEET are GIVEN WITHOUT A CENT OF COST for 



Please send me your Big Prize Sheet 
and one order of 40 Xmas Packs. 
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It is easy to sell these Xmas Packs to your family, friends, and My choice of Prize is 

neighbors. Each pock contains 2 Beautiful Xmas Cards, 2 ■ 

Envelopes and 24 Sparkling Xmas Seals. When sold, send us ■ Nrfme 

the money and choose your prize from our Big Prize Sheet, fl street Address 
Mail the coupon today for Xmas Packs and our Big Prize 
Sheet-tell us what prize you want. 
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Bumblebeeman (Udo P.) 
(1961-08-13 - 2009-06-27) 



We Will Never Forget .. 




